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	1. Chapter 1

SUMMARY:

She had no name, no identity, beyond what they had given her.

She was the Night Fury, their greatest success...

_And she was done being their pet_.

**_It's just too bad that her only chance of escape happened to crash-land on a hostile desert planet_**.

AUTHOR'S NOTE:

Yes, I had to.

The last Riddick movie reminded me of the one that started it all, so of course I went back and got hooked all over again.

This is only a very slight crossover with 'How To Train Your Dragon', with just the dragon species carried over and not much else.

I hope you like it! And if not, tell me what changes would make it better. Thanks!

Pairing(s):  
>RiddickJade  
>([i]parental[i]) Jade/Jack

* * *

><p><strong>Life sucks, and then you die<strong>.

It's the motto I live by, and I've never had a reason to doubt it.

_Nothing like a horse tranquilizer to the neck and years of experiments to get that point across_.

I gotta tell you, shit like that will turn a girl off to science for a lifetime.

_Then again, what do I know?_

_**I'm just the guinea pig**_.

A slit appeared in the far wall, the slightest imperfection on the smooth white surface, forming a doorway.

I watched it, claws scraping against each other as my fingers flexed, sharpening with each swipe.

The door opened with only the slightest whir of gears, sliding into the wall, and six guards stomped in, electric batons held at the ready.

Armed as they were, most of them were lanky, whipcord-thin under their sturdy armor, and with skittish deer eyes behind their thick visors.

I could smell the nervous sweat from where I sat against the opposite wall, and a smile crossed my face, more fang than was safe for them as my pupils contracted into slits.

"Morning, gentlemen." I greeted them, chipper. "Time for breakfast?"

One of the senior guys-_a bigger, older man with a scar over his missing eye I liked to call Spot_-stepped forward, a frown taking up what I could see of his face.

"Experiment 416, you are being moved to a secure facility on New Mecca for a…demonstration."

"Am I now?" I drawled back, looking over the other nervous guards. "And why should I?"

Spot's frown turned into a scowl, like he wasn't happy about something.

"You behave, you travel without chains, without muzzle, and without a collar. You get on the ship without a fuss, and that won't change."

My claws clicked softly against each other as I mulled over the offer, studying his face for deception as I weighed my choices.

"Well, when you put it like that…"

I grinned-_more than bit predatory, considering how some of the guards cowered_-, and leaned back, completely relaxed.

"You've got a deal."


	2. Chapter 2

"Expecting a riot to break out?"

Spot only grunted, his way of saying 'stop being a smartass and walk', but I decided to ignore him.

_I haven't been out in a while, so sue me for wanting to have some fun_.

The nine guards surrounding me were in full armor, like soldiers, with gauges and electric batons, not to mention standard-issue hunting knives and tear gas.

Spot was the only experienced one of the lot; the others were fresh meat, barely old enough to be out of training for the weapons they were carrying.

_Even being outnumbered ten-to-one, I doubted it would be much of a fight_.

"Oh, come on." I whined, sidling up to the guard nearest Spot with a pout. "I promised to play nice…"

"Back up and shut up." Spot shot back, waving his baton at me so I stepped away from the sweating newbie on his left.

The guy was so jittery, he didn't even notice me slip the knife from his belt and hide it in the waistband of my jeans.

_Too easy_.

"Alright, alright. Let's not get our panties in a twist." I teased, holding my hands up in mock-surrender. "Just trying to make conversation here."

"Just get on the ship." Spot ordered, giving me a pointed look before going up the ramp himself.

The _Hunter-Gratzner_ was a pretty big transport ship, if a bit old and clunky, but the hallways inside were a little cramped for my tastes.

My skin prickled as I passed the threshold, the muscles all along my back tensing and shifting in reaction to the enclosed space.

A myriad of scents entered my nose as I followed Spot further in, passing occupied cryo tubes on both sides.

Most of them were civilians, about forty of them, taking the back roads because it was cheaper than the more traveled routes.

_That the back ways are also more discreet is just a bonus, really_.

Fiddling with the end of my long braid out of feigned boredom, I took in the grating overhead, the space between pipes and the beams crossing horizontally just below them.

_Perfect place to hide, if you could get up there_.

Spot went ahead a few feet to mess with the two cryo tubes on the right, the only empty ones left, and the shaky guards aimed their gauges at my head as his attention turned away.

"Chill, guys." I assured them, a fanged smile taking shape on my face. "I promised to be good. Don't you trust me?"

The safeties all clicked off, and I rolled my eyes good-naturedly.

"Well, it's not _my_ fault you have trust issues…"

_**Much**_.

"Just get in." Spot commanded, visibly irritated with me. "And shut up while you're at it."

"Jeez, you try to lighten the mood…"

My gaze slid away from the cryo tube as I approached it, already feeling the painful twist of the muscles in my shoulder-blades out of knee-jerk anxiety, and landed on the occupied pod across from mine.

'Lockout Protocol: No Early Release' was emblazoned on the front, a warning, and I could see why.

_I mean, I'm used to feeling small, but this guy made me feel about as big as a Chihuahua_.

Must have been six feet tall when standing up, all muscle and sun-dark skin, and damn handsome behind the blindfold and horse-bit, in my opinion.

Intrigued, I scented the air more closely, pupils blowing wide.

He smelled different than what I'm used to-sw_eat and copper and musk, like blood and sex, __**like a predator**_-, and the cat in me perked up.

_What was a guy like him doing on a transport shuttle?_

A quick scan revealed his jailer, a blonde man with a badge that seemed to say 'Hey, I'm a cop, trust me!'

But the sickly aroma of morphine that surrounded the guy around like a ghost told me he wasn't anything close to an officer, and that put a little knot in my plans.

"Get in before I make you." Spot demanded, brandishing his electric baton in threat.

Jerking out of my thoughts, I could have sworn I saw a flash of reflected light through the convict's blindfold as I turned back around with a smile.

"Oh, no need to get sweet on me. I'll get in."

Hopping over the raised threshold, I settled in best I could, ignoring the familiar itch all over as Spot went about strapping me down.

"Remember, you behave, and I won't have to get the collar."

"I'm being good." I reassured, going completely lax to prove my point.

He gave me a sour look before ordering the other guards to disembark and getting in his own cryo tube, both of which closed with a hiss.

As the drugs dulled my senses and lulled me to sleep, my gaze blurred on the convict's face, something niggling at the back of my mind.

_Could have sworn_…

* * *

><p><em>Strange girl<em>…

Riddick studied her through the gap in his blindfold, pretending for the moment that he was deep in cryo.

Roughly twenty years old, five feet even, with a loose black braid trailing down past her pert little ass.

Her eyes fell to half-mast, a shimmer of green visible even through the eye-shine, and Riddick smirked around the bit in his mouth as her guard fell immediately into cryo-sleep.

_Interesting_…
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Cryo is a tricky thing, in my experience.

Most of the time, it puts a person completely under, an empty shell hurtling through space without so much as an idea of the time passing by.

_Thanks to my time in the lab, the worst the drugs did was make me drowsy_.

I used the abundant amount of time to study every passenger's scent, memorizing them in case I had need to hunt or evade them later.

Most were harmless civilians, men outnumbering women about six to one, either young guys looking for work elsewhere or older couples traveling to visit family.

Incense and old parchment singled out a holy man on some sort of religious journey or something, with one…two…three boys, acolytes most likely.

One of the women smelled of sweat and leather, matching another of the passengers, and I pegged the pair for free settlers.

Still, no matter how much I tried not to, my attention kept returning to the cryo tube across from mine, and the convict within.

Every time I did, something would clench in my belly, a knot of not-quite-pain, and I couldn't understand it.

I've dealt with a lot of men, some even bigger than him, and I'd never considered them anything more than prey or, if I was in the mood, amusing toys.

My own kind were annoyances most of the time, really, and often worse than the guards.

_At least __**they**__ shut up when I growled at them_.

Something about this guy was _different_, though, and I couldn't pin down _why_.

It made my stomach do flips and something twist up deep inside, an almost-pleasant feeling I'd never felt before, and I wanted to feel more of it.

With a growl, I knocked my head back against the wall of my prison, frustrated.

_I certainly had a lot of time to figure out how I was going to go about that, if nothing else_.

* * *

><p>About twenty-two weeks into our little trip, the <em>Hunter-Gratzner<em> ran into some…_turbulence_.

I may have been horribly distracted by my own thoughts-_heat and tongue and __**teeth**__, gripping just right on my throat as rough hands smoothed down my sides_-, but I knew something was wrong.

Shrugging off the effects of cryo, I perked up, pupils narrowing as I tried to pinpoint what had gone wrong.

A faint whistling sound was my only warning before what must have been meteor debris impacted the hull, burning through the thick metal like hot knives through butter.

Whatever atmosphere the transport had was being sucked right out, and as it shut down to keep from losing all life-support systems, gravity turned back on like a heavy weight.

The entire ship started to rattle and shake, probably from entry to the atmosphere of some nearby planet, as emergency protocols engaged to awaken the crew.

If the captain was any good, the landing would be smooth enough-

Blood was spilled further up as that whistling sound returned, and I recognized the captain's scent.

_Well, shit_.

Forcing my body to go lax and ride out the ship's rocky descent, I watched the metal walls for buckling or breaks.

Maybe it would hold up under the crash-

Something behind me groaned and creaked ominously, and I bit back a curse.

_Okay, change of plans_.

Ripping through the straps holding me down, I didn't waste any time with using the emergency release.

The door caved under the force of my kick, flying open and off somewhere to the side, and I leapt out of my cage without a moment's hesitation.

Landing in a forward roll, my feet hit the convict's cryo tube to stop me from face-planting on the glass, muscles tensing so my head didn't snap back from the sudden stop.

I only took a moment to focus my eyes on the chained man before the sound of tearing metal caught my attention from behind.

The wall started to buckle under the outside strain, and Spot jolted awake as the cryo wore off, one eye wide in dawning realization.

Head tilted back to see, I only offered him a cheeky smile and a wave moments before it gave way and his entire chamber was sucked out like a bullet from a gun.

Claws sinking deep into the floor, I anchored myself as the scorching air roared by, heart starting to race as I caught sight of the ground far closer than I felt comfortable with.

_**This**__ would be why I hate flying under anyone's power but my own_.

There was one weightless moment, like jumping off a cliff, before the _Hunter-Gratzner_ hit ground and jarred everything back into place.

Metal tore in my grip, and I was sent sprawling, a growl in my throat as I grabbed hold of a support beam to keep from hitting anything.

Taking in a deep breath once the whole behemoth of a shuttle settled into it's grave, I carefully stretched out, taking inventory of any possible injuries.

But I was made for things like this, and hardly felt winded as I found my footing on the slanted floor.

Shaking my braid back over one shoulder, I looked towards the convict to see his cryo tube broken and empty, not a drop of blood in sight.

_Well, that was one less thing to worry about, I guess_.

Turning at the sound of footsteps and worried shouts, where any other possible survivors were, I noticed a toppled cryo tube a couple yards away.

Someone was banging on the inside, unable to force their way out thanks to the awkward position, and I approached curiously, crouching so I could peer in.

Inside was a kid, maybe eleven or twelve, and a quick sniff told me that, despite the cropped hair and baggy clothes, the kid was a she.

Those big brown eyes looked up at me, and I just let out a defeated sigh.

_Damn my strong maternal instincts_.

"Hold on, kit. I'll get you out."

With a quick glance over my shoulder to make sure none of the others were nearby, I dug both hands in the door's seam and pulled it open, metal buckling in my grip as it gave way.

The girl tumbled out, blinking up at me in surprise.

"So…I'm guessing something went wrong?"

I couldn't help but smile, offering a hand to help her up.

"You'd be guessing right."

Once she was standing, I turned and headed towards the front of the ship, lazily motioning for the kid to follow.

"Come on, kit. Gotta see who else made it."
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**Happy Thanksgiving, everyone! I know it's been a while, so here are a couple chapters as apology for taking so long. **

**Enjoy!**

* * *

><p>Deserts are not exactly my ideal environment, to be honest.<p>

_In my experience, sand has a tendency to get in some uncomfortable places_.

I felt my pupils contract at the brightness outside, and I made sure to tilt my head back, hiding the change as I observed the twin suns and got my reaction under control.

The other survivors had grouped together a few yards away, getting to know each other, but I didn't bother to join in.

_Their survival was still up for debate, after all_.

But I kept an eye on the merc, Johns, since even an idiot could shoot a big gauge, and I'm not a fan of being shot.

Eventually, though, I got bored of their attempts to make a survival plan.

They barely knew what they were doing, and I wasn't much in the mood to enlighten them.

So, when I was sure no one was paying attention, I slipped back into the ship, purposely ignoring the itch growing under my skin at the sense of confinement.

The convict, Riddick, was chained to a thick support beam, bit and blindfold still in place from before.

I paused near the wall, happily taking in the sight of all those muscles, stretched taut from the position the chains held him in.

I'd never seen any other guy that looked half as impressive, even tied up as he was, and I could appreciate the deadliness.

Riddick turned his head my way, a flash of reflected light beneath the blindfold, and I couldn't help but smile.

_Oh, this was gonna be __**fun**_.

* * *

><p>Riddick smelled her long before she even entered the ship.<p>

Wind and dark jungles and fire, with a hint of blood underneath that warned of danger.

The girl paused, most likely hanging back near the wall to study him, and the convict held back a smirk.

Taking a deep breath, the sweetness of unfulfilled arousal still lingering around her filled his senses.

_Riddick would be more than happy to help with that_.

Tilting his head, he was able to see her through the slit of his blindfold, appreciating the sight.

Even after such a major crash, she was completely unharmed, only the tattered edges of her shortened jeans and the tear in her white tank top showing any sign that she had been thrown about outside her cryo tube.

She had an almost innocent face, but the spark of mischief in those bright green eyes told the truth.

_Oh, he was looking forward to seeing what this little vixen considered __**fun**_.

"That looks uncomfortable." She noted, approaching with an almost feline grace to crouch in front of the chained Riddick. "I can help with that."

There was great disappointment when she began to undo the bit instead of his pants, but Riddick assuaged it with the perfect view down her torn shirt thanks to the new angle.

The girl went still as he pressed forward, breathing in at her neck with a sigh once the bit was gone.

Her skin was soft, like velvet, but there was a hardness underneath when she tensed up that was new.

"Been a long time since I've smelled beautiful." Riddick rumbled, smirking at the little hitch in her breath as her heartbeat stuttered faster.

"Bet you say that to all the girls you crash-land with." She teased with a breathless little laugh.

But she stayed put, let him touch, and Riddick growled softly as the sweet scent of arousal intensified.

The girl closed her eyes, taking a deep breath, and-

Something caught her attention at that moment.

A little twitch of her head, and those bright green eyes flickered towards one of the new doorways made by the crash.

_Damn_.

She pulled back, already regaining control of her pulse, and he growled at the lost moment.

"Gotta run." She admitted, a mischievous tilt to her smile. "But here's my number."

Slipping a knife from her waistband, she hid the blade in a similar spot of his pants, fingers grazing skin as she winked.

"Call me."

And then she was off, silent as a shadow, before Carolyn was even ten feet from entering the room.

Riddick watched her go, intrigued, and effectively ignored his new audience.

_Interesting_…
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Did I mention I'm surrounded by idiots?

"You all _do_ realize that alcohol will dehydrate you faster, right?"

Johns glared at me, defiantly taking another swig from his bottle, and I just smiled.

"Well, it won't be a total loss. I won't have to see your ugly mug a day or two sooner than expected."

This time he turned around in obvious anger, and I almost laughed.

_Honestly, did he think that would intimidate me?_

"What the hell do you know anyway, pipsqueak?"

"I know that you're a moron." I pointed out, still smiling.

I had never gotten a person to start twitching like that so quickly, and I considered it a new record.

Unfortunately, before I could see if someone could actually burst a vessel out of frustration, Jack ran up and attached herself to my arm like a leech.

"There you are! Come on, it's our job to look through the cargo!"

Damn it, but she's a cute pup…

"Alright, alright, I'm coming." I grumbled only half-heartedly, letting her tug me away.

The adults were making plans for a scouting party, for breathers, and scrambling around to get ready.

Honestly, this is a desert.

Any water would be underground, if there is any, and whatever animals lived there wouldn't be stupid enough to roam around during the hottest part of the day.

If Carolyn knew anything, she'd have gotten to the radiator and gotten water from there, at least for the pups.

_Food could be done without for a lot longer than water_.

Ducking into the detached cargo hold, I watched Jack scamper further inside, scanning the area briefly for anything overtly useful.

Spot's scent caught my attention then, and I followed it further inside, shoulder muscles tensing up as the light was blocked out by the damaged metal roof.

Taking a moment to check on Jack where she was rummaging through boxes a few feet away, I kicked a bulky chest out of my way and grabbed up the duffel underneath, smirking.

_Good ol' Spot, always prepared_…

"What's your name?"

I paused in undoing the zipper, sending the kit a curious look.

"What?"

"Your name." Jack repeated. "I just realized you never told anyone what it is."

I considered deflecting the question again, but tossed the thought aside.

_No point in lying to a pup, really_.

"Don't have one." I told her, opening the duffel so I could properly see inside.

"What do you mean you don't have one? Everyone has a name!"

"Never needed one." I admitted, rummaging through to take inventory of what my old warden had brought.

"What am I supposed to call you if you don't have a name?"

"There's always the ever-popular 'Hey, you'."

I snickered at her upset pout, waving off her concerns.

"Why don't you come up with something, kit? I don't really care."

Jack let out a happy little sound, like she had just gotten her hands on a sweet, but I mostly ignored her.

_Let's see; six combat knives, a small emergency med-kit, a small gauge, extra rounds, a week's worth of nutrient rations, taser_-

"Jade."

I paused for a moment, thoughts tumbling over each other, and I looked up at Jack with a blankness I didn't feel.

"What?"

She scuffed her sneaker on the floor, almost shyly, and the words came out hesitantly.

"Because of how green your eyes are…I think it suits you."

I had thought she would come up with something plain or ridiculous, like Alice or Guinevere, a name I could laugh at and shrug off.

_But, damn it, she had to actually put __**thought**__ into it and __**care**_…

Swallowing past the sudden lump in my throat, I shrugged in feigned indifference, rifling through the duffel half-heartedly.

"Not a bad name, I guess…"

I saw Jack's gaze out of my peripheral, big and hopeful, and I crumbled.

"Might as well use it."

The pup practically lit up in joy at that, and I couldn't bring myself to regret it.

_There are worse names, after all_.
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Everyone started arming themselves once they realized Riddick had escaped, and I almost laughed.

_Did they honestly think any sort of weapon would make a difference?_

But there was a nagging feeling in the back of my mind, an instinct that whispered something wasn't right and I should be prepared, so I strapped on Spot's back-up weapons.

I strapped two of the knives to my thighs, within easy reach, and a third to the small of my back, with another pair hidden in my boots and the last carefully tucked away between my breasts.

_Just in case_.

Leaving behind the gauge and bullets, I clipped the taser to my waistband and gathered the survival necessities into a smaller backpack I confiscated from the cargo hold.

The others were not quite so efficient, and were squabbling amongst themselves thanks to the tension.

"What's the point, anyway? If the man's gone, he's gone. Why should he bother us?" Paris grumbled, still fumbling with his antique weapons.

"Maybe to take what you've got." Johns noted casually, getting the group's attention as he continued preparing his big gauge. "Maybe to work your nerves. Or maybe he'll come back just to skull-fuck you in your sleep."

Rolling my eyes at his dramatic storytelling, I zipped the bag shut and swung it over one shoulder, unimpressed.

_The only one Riddick would come back to kill would be the merc_.

"Sounds like a charmer." Shazza muttered.

"Ever thought of writing horror novels, Johns?" I wondered, mock-innocent. "You might have a future in it."

He glared, obviously annoyed with me, and I just shrugged, turning away with a smile.

_Too easy_.

* * *

><p>I can admit that Shazza and Zeke were pretty useful.<p>

_At least, more than the others_.

Though I was made to function in low-oxygen environments, they were not, and managed to make breathing units for everyone in a pretty short amount of time.

"Imam, if we're looking for water, we should leave soon. Before nightfall, when it's cool."

Lazily watching the horizon, I shifted slightly and peered down at the group from my perch on the _Hunter-Gratzner_'s nose.

"I think you might want to revise your plans, captain."

Following my gaze, they also found the bright blue sun rising over the sand, and it dashed any hopes of a cool trek through the desert anytime soon.

Sliding down to the wing, I scanned the desert, ignoring their new brainstorming session in favor of actually doing something useful.

If I listened closely, even with my subdued hearing, I could almost make out something…

_Clicking, hissing, growling_…

"Hey!"

Jerked from my thoughts, I sent Johns an unimpressed look that must have clearly conveyed my annoyed thoughts.

"What?"

"_You_, go help dig those graves. Big girl like you can handle that, right?"

_Oh, so that's his game? _

_**Well, we'll see about that**_.

"Mochiron watashi ga dekiru, baka. Anata to chiga~tsu te, watashi wa hiyowana karada no yowai hitode wa nai nda."

The merc paused, his confusion quickly turning to frustration.

"What the hell did you just say?"

"Que eres un cobarde sin espinas, y, obviamente, demasiado estupido para darse cuenta de que te estoy insultando."

A vein started to pulse in his forehead, and I couldn't help but smile as Jack struggled to suppress her laughter a few yards away.

"Speak English, damn it!"

"Et de renoncer a la possibilite de vous pisser? Jamais!"

Oh, he looked about ready to spit nails, and I almost gave in to the urge to laugh.

_I haven't had so much pissing someone off in __**years**_.

"You listen to me, bitch-"

"Ruguo ni yao wuru wo, zhishao shi ta de chuangyi, ni de liang mian dui yi dui manyu fenbian."

Paris looked pretty awed by that point, like he couldn't believe someone could know so many languages, and Zeke was fighting to keep from grinning, as was Shazza.

_Glad to be of service_.

"Alright, that's enough!" Carolyn interrupted, standing in front of the merc as if that would be enough to stop him. "Just help Zeke dig, and we'll be back in a few hours, alright?"

"Tudo o que voce diz, capitao." I replied sarcastically, adding a lazy little salute that seemed to assuage her.

Hopping down to the sand as the scouting group prepared to head out, I purposely went inside the ship instead of following Zeke.

_I had a better idea of how to spend my time, anyway_.

A little digging around, and I had some unbroken water containers in hand, clean enough on the inside not to need a washing out.

There was a lower level no one had bothered to search through thanks to the darkness, a handicap I happily didn't share.

My pupils dilated wide at the sudden lack of light, especially after so long in such bright sunshine, but I only took a few moments to observe the area before moving forward.

The storage room was in pretty good shape, considering, though the innards were fairly tossed about.

Crossing the space with little difficulty, I tapped the walls with one knuckle, listening to the vibrations until…

_There_.

Unsheathing my claws, I hooked them under the metal panel and tugged it free, throwing the crumpled sheet off to one side.

The radiator gleamed back in the minimal light from the doorway, and I chuckled, pleased.

"There you are."

Pausing after unhooking the pipes and setting the containers down to fill with water, nose twitching, I couldn't help but smile.

"Wasn't expecting you back so soon." I admitted, turning to face Riddick fully. "Miss me?"

* * *

><p>Here are the translations for what Jade said to Johns to tick him off, and then Carolyn. I used Google Translate, so don't kill me for getting any of them wrong!<p>

"Of course I can, idiot. Unlike you, I'm not a spineless weakling."  
>-Japanese<p>

"That you're a spineless coward, and obviously too stupid to realize I'm insulting you."  
>-Spanish<p>

"And give up the opportunity to piss you off? Never!"  
>-French<p>

"If you're going to insult me, at least be creative about it, you two-faced pile of eel droppings."  
>-Traditional Chinese<p>

"Whatever you say, captain."  
>-Portuguese<p> 
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The animal in Riddick purred at the sight of her.

Finally, no barriers between them, no chains or bit, no distractions.

Apparently unhampered by the darkness, pupils dilated so only a ring of green was visible to his eye-shine, she shifted just slightly, a teasing little smile on her face.

Removing the welding goggles, he moved subtly to block the exit, smirking when that smile shifted to something almost playful.

_So, kitty wanted to play_.

The slightest twitch in her shoulders, and she feinted right, triggering hunting instincts that had Riddick springing forward as she aborted and spun to the left.

She was certainly fast, faster even than a girl her size ought to be, but Riddick was not about to lose so easily.

Grabbing hold of one wrist, he yanked her back and around, forcing the girl to fall over one of the many crates scattered about.

Without missing a beat, she turned the fall into a roll, coming up in a crouch.

Staying low to the ground, like a jungle cat, she studied him a second time, clearly adjusting her old estimates to this new development.

Riddick smirked, challenging.

_Nice try, kitten_.

She jerked forward, coming in low, and the convict pounced.

They hit the ground in a tangle, and she hissed, twisting at an almost inhuman angle to keep from being pinned.

With a grunt, Riddick found enough leverage to hold her down despite her wild bucking and twisting, catching her wrists and pressing them hard into the floor as he _growled_, deep and commanding.

The sound reverberated right through her chest, and she went limp on instinct, heart still stuttering and breathing a touch labored as every muscle loosened.

"Alright, alright, you got me…" The girl admitted, a lazy smile taking shape as mischief sparked in her eyes. "What now?"

Amused by her cheek, Riddick shifted so their bodies were flush against each other, chuckling at the wonderful little mewl she let out at the contact.

"I can think of a few things." He rumbled, growling in pleasure as her back arched, heavy breasts pressing against him.

Claws digging into the floor out of anticipation, the girl smiled, stretching out under him like a cat.

Oh, but it was a beautiful sight, all soft curves and lean muscles…

A scream echoed through the ship, and her pupils immediately contracted into slits, all playfulness gone.

"_Jack_."

With surprising strength, she was free, twisting out from beneath Riddick and already at the door faster than he had ever seen her move before.

Sitting back on his haunches, Riddick slipped his goggles back on, considering the strange girl that had caught his attention so thoroughly.

_Such a little thing_…

The convict moved to leave, pausing only a moment to take in the sweet scent still lingering in the air.

_No better way to spend your time than unraveling a puzzle_.

* * *

><p>I don't know what came over me.<p>

One moment, I'm happily sprawled out underneath my favorite convict-_not that I've met many, to be honest_-, and the next…

All I could think about was _Jack_, and that whoever had hurt her _had better kiss their damn asses goodbye once I found them_.

Before I knew it, I was outside the ship, registering everything in moments.

Shazza, blood splattered on her face and shell-shocked, but injured; Paris, looking pale and ill, hugging a war pick to his chest; Zeke, cursing, gauge in hand; Jack, shaken and wide-eyed, mumbling hysterically under her breath; and the half-charred body of another man, bloody and battered, sprawled out on the sand.

_Well, shit_.

"Jade!"

Jack latched onto me like a frightened cub, obviously fighting back tears as she babbled, distressed and growing hysterical.

"It was just another survivor, just a survivor, and Zeke shot him, just shot him-"

With a comforting growl, I pulled the pup closer, rubbing my cheeks against her to spread my scent and warn away other predators.

"Breathe, Jack. Calm down."

As she took a deep, shuddery breath, I looked to the free settlers, forcing my pupils not to narrow in anger.

_Damn it, I'd trusted them to keep Jack safe and happy, not let her watch someone die!_

"What happened?" I growled out, shoulder and back muscles tightening up in reaction to my fury.

"Jack, he was inside, helping me with the inner wiring." Shazza managed, struggling to regain control. "Paris came down, all strung-out, asking if Jack had been trying to scare him again, and then…"

She fell silent, and Zeke repeated what he must have already said.

"Thought it was Riddick."

Glaring down the three adults, silently chastising them for being so paranoid, I nodded towards the body.

"Get that out of here."

Zeke practically jumped to do so, and my attention turned to Paris.

"You, stay in the ship and stop crying wolf."

Scrambling to follow orders, the scholar rushed into the Hunter-Gratzner, and I sent Shazza a sharp smile.

"Looks like you've got a new little helper."

Crouching to be more level with Jack, I shook her lightly by the shoulder, forcing her attention to focus on me.

"I need you to do something really important for me. Can you handle it?"

Taking a deep breath, she nodded, and I couldn't help but be proud.

_Strong pup_.

"In the ship, there's a staircase that leads down to a storage room. It's dark, but there's a panel missing on the far wall. Carefully get the bottles I left in there, close them, and bring them back up. Do you understand?"

She nodded again, more sure this time, and I smiled.

"Good."

Patting her shoulder, I straightened up, already scanning the top of the ship for a good lookout spot-

And there was Riddick, lounging in a chair Paris must have set up there under an umbrella, happily drinking the man's alcohol.

Pretending not to notice him, I turned away from the others to hide a smile.

_So, Big Bad __**does**__ has a sense of humor_…

_Interesting_.


	8. Chapter 8

_Honestly, those people were hopeless_.

I mean, am I the only person actually thinking about survival?

It was mostly out of irritation that I took the reins, and no one objected.

Shazza and Paris were tasked with stripping the ship of anything useful, like undamaged wiring or tubing, and making sleds out of metal paneling to carry heavy loads.

Zeke dragged off the newest body to bury in the grave he had already made-_a concept I still felt was a waste of time and resources, but figured would make them feel better_-, and Jack happily went through the storage again for spare clothes and comfortable shoes, eager to help.

Once everyone had a task and was completing that task efficiently, I finally found time to focus on what had been troubling me.

_Clicking, hissing, growling_…

Even with my dulled hearing, I could make it out, like the hum of static through a radio.

_Whatever the surface said, this planet held life, __**and it wasn't friendly**_.

Prowling the perimeter, I followed the sound as it grew, multiple beasts joining in and creating a discordant harmony.

It grew in pitch, as if in excitement, and the knot of dread in my belly spoke volumes.

_Shit_.

Running across the sand in an easy lope, I stayed low, picking up speed as the clicking and hissing became louder and louder.

_They were hunting something_.

_**Or someone**_.

With that thought in mind, I stopped holding back and took off at full speed towards the spires.

Inches from the tarp, something happened that fueled my blood with adrenaline.

_The clicking, the hissing, the growling_…

_**It stopped**_.

I tore my way through the plastic just as Zeke shouted, a handful of gunshots piercing the air.

Grabbing the man by both ankles, I tore him out of the hole he had been wedged into, entire body humming with energy at the scent of fresh blood.

When nothing exited the tunnel after him, despite all the red gushing from his sliced arm, I forced myself to calm down and take a deep breath.

A familiar scent caught my attention then-_musk and sweat and blood_-, and I looked up to see Riddick crouched on the grave's edge, watching everything.

_How long had he been there? _

_Had he seen me…?_

"Zeke!"

Realizing what she might think-_Zeke hurt, Riddick with a knife, me standing between them_-, I growled.

"_Go_."

Whipping around, I helped Zeke sit up, ignoring the blood slicking my hands as I put pressure.

"Zeke!" Shazza shouted, scrambling down into the grave despite her husband's assurances and protests.

"I'm fine, Shazza! Would've been a lot worse if she hadn't pulled me out when she did."

I shrugged off the praise, stepping back as the grateful free settler took over, turning to study the hole more closely.

_Why hadn't they come out?_

A grunt of pain distracted me at that moment, and I tensed, every inch of skin prickling dangerously.

_Riddick_.

Before I even thought of what I was doing, I was already running through the spires, pupils contracted into slits as my vision tunneled.

_The moment I saw Johns, baton in one hand and Riddick's goggles in the other, I officially lost my temper_.

Johns yelped as I caught his baton on the next swing, wheezing when I shouldered his chest and used the leverage to throw him over my shoulder.

The merc hit the sand with a groan a few feet away, struggling to breathe, as the rest of the survivors finally caught up.

"What's going on?" Carolyn demanded, staying back as Riddick rose, eyes closed.

"Johns was being a moron, so I corrected him." I told her, calmer than I felt.

Retrieving the goggles, I shook out the sand and carefully blew to remove the more stubborn grains as I crouched by his side.

"Here."

He took them easily enough, blind as he was at the moment, and the 'captain' took a hasty step back, as did Paris.

Shazza and Zeke seemed a bit uneasy, but didn't retreat, and Imam only watched quietly, acolytes safely huddled behind him.

"What are you doing?" Carolyn demanded. "He just attacked you!"

"No, he didn't." I corrected, staring her down. "Zeke was attacked by something else."

She faltered, surprised.

"But…We thought…"

"Assuming makes an ass out of you and me." I reminded, standing up as Riddick got his bearings and followed suit.

"So, what? Now you trust him?" Johns spat, struggling to sit upright as he glared. "How do you know he wouldn't have killed you anyway, and just got beaten to the punch?"

"Considering all the times he could have and didn't, I'll take my chances."

"She's right." Zeke spoke up, a wad of blood-stained cloth pressed tight to his arm. "He had the chance to kill us in that hole, but he didn't."

Shazza nodded in agreement, supporting her husband, and it eased some of the group's concerns.

Johns looked over everyone before his glare landed back on me, obviously upset that my word was overruling his, and I couldn't help but smile.

_About time I stopped letting them play leader, anyway_.


End file.
